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Or time or thought or pity ?

Bothwell.                          What have I,

That yours should fix on her untimely ?    Nay,
Last year she was my wife and moved you not,
And now she is turned forth naked of that name
And stripped as 'twere to clothe you, comes this heat
And fear takes fire lest she turn back or I
To thrust you forth instead: you are fair and fool
Beyond all queens and women.

Queen.                                     There spake truth,

For then you said, most loving.    But indeed
This irks me yet, this galls with doubt and fear,
That even her plea to be divorced from you
On some forepast adulterous charge, which proved
She wins her asking, leaves your hand not loose
By law to wed again, but your same deed
Frees her from you and fetters you from me;
Then stand we shamed and profitless ; meseems
God;s very hand can loose not us and join,
Who binds and looses ; though Buccleuch make oath
She was contracted to you first, and this
No righteous marriage ; though she plight her soul
As she made proffer for our hope's sake ; yea,
Though you should bring a hundred loves to swear
They had the firstlings of your faith, who kept
No faith with any, nor will keep with me,
God knows, and I, that have no warrant yet
In my lord's word here which unweds you, being
Matched with your cousin in the fourth degree,
And no proof published if the Church's grace